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ETTY DEERING bent and snatched a small 
from the azalea bed. Her slim body arch- 
ed, her red hair flew out in the breeze and she 
hurled the stone to chase the big tomcat that was 
threatening the birds in the garden. She threw like 
a man, and' the stone flew across the garden, hitting 
the wall near the cat to frighten the animal. The 
eat scampered off in terror. 

Behind Betty, a man's voice 1 said, "That was a 
good shot, Miss Deering." 

Betty whirled., her cheeks turning pink as : she saw 
the smiling, gray-haired man in the wheelchair. "I 
. . . I'm sorry, Mr. Crane." 

He chuckled. "Don't apologize for defending the 
'weak or helpless, my dear. And speaking, of the 
helpless, would you wheel' me to my room?" As 
Betty pushed the wheelchair up the ramp into the 
big mansion, her employer asked; "Where did you 
learn to throw like that?" ... 

. „"At home," Betty smiled. "My brothers taught 
me to pitch their way. I guess I'm just a tomboy 
at heart," 

She broke off- as the tall, gaunt figure .of Hoskin,. 
the butler, appeared He gave her a cold, unfriendly 
look. 'Til seee Mr. Crane to his room, Nurse Deer- 
,ing. You^d better lend to his, dinner." 

As she' went to the kitchen, Betty's lips were 
tight. Ever since she had taken the job as. nurse to 
the aging and wealthy Thomas Crane, she had both 
hated and feared the cat-footed Hoskin. 

Hoskin came into the kitchen. 'Til take Mr. 
Crane's dinner up," he growled, "And he says you 
are to take the evening off." 

Betty hesitated. "But I always serve his dinner 
first . . " 

"You'heard me," Hoskin snarled with sudden sav- 
agery "Get out!" 

A few moments later, she went out. Hoskin watch- 
ed from the doorway and presently she hearo! the 
door slam. 

"He's up to something," she thought "1 know he's 
going to do something terrible. I've felt i| for a long 
time. He hates poor Mr Crane and he wants his 
money " 

She went out the gate and down the street. Mulli- 
gan. the cop who passed there every half hour, gave 
■her an admiring salute, Betty caught herself in the 
act of stopping Mulligan to voice her suspicions. 

Around the corner, Betty slipped through a side 
gate and ran through the shadows back to a point 
where she could 'see through the windows of Mr 
Crane's bedroom. Her ■ worst fears were realized. 
Hoskin was standing menacingly above Mr Crane's 
wheelchair. He held a gun in his hand. . 

"You got one more chance," Hoskin snarled, his 



voice reaching Betty's ears. "Give me the combina- 
tion to your safe and make it snappy." 

Mr. Crane raised a gaunt, determined face. "I 
■won't," he said firmly. "I'll not be intimidated by 
a cheap hoodlum." 

Sick with honor, Betty turned away. She had to 
find Mulligan quickly, get the police there before he 
harmed Mr.' Crane. As she started to edge back front 
the window, she tripped over a stone. Losing her 
balance, she tell through the window, and onto the 
floor at their feet. 

Hoskin whirled, his gun up. Then his evil face 
relaxed. "Well, if this isn't a break, lMow i don't 
have to worry about you any mote." 

"You beast," Betty spat furiously. "If you dare 
lay a hand on Mr. Crane, I'll— I'll— " 
. "You'll what?" Hoskin growled. His hand closed 
on her wri^t, jerking her eiert. "I'm locking you' in 
the storeroom for now. If Crane doesn't want to 
talk, I'll let him watch you get il. That should loosen 
- his tongue." 

In the storeroom, Hoskij bent over her. "Yoa 
can scream out the window if you want to — but at 
the first scream, Til finish oft' the old man." 

The door slammed and he was gone. Through the 
window, barred against sneak thieves, Betty could 
see Mulligan, the patrolman, just strolling into sight. 

Betty opened her mouth to yeii 'but no sound 
came. Hoskin meant it. If he thought the law has 
closing in, he would kill Mr. Crane ruthlessly. 

Suddenly her eyes felt on the refrigerator in the 
storeroom. In it were trays of eggs. With a little 
cry of hope, Betty snatched open the refrigerator 
door. Through the window, she saw Mulligan stop 
under the street light. 

Betty snatched an egg and flung it out through 
the bars. On the street, Mulligan let out a yell of 
startled rage as the egg struck the back of his neck 
and shattered. He whirled suddenly. The second egg 
caught him full in the face. 

This egg had come more slowly and Mulligan 
saw exactly where it came from. Mulligan came 
through the gate like a small cyclone, charging up 
the path. 

At jhe window, Betty cried softly, imploringly. 

And Mulligan, who had been hoping for a chance 
to really get acquainted with the beautiful red-hair- 
ed nurse, forgot his rage and listened. When he got 
the story, his rage came hack but it was a cool and 
calculated fury. now. Watching him .run up the 
path with his gun in hand, Betty thought she had 
never seen a finer, braver figure. 

Mr Crane gave them a cottage and a trip to Ber- 
muda for a wedding present. 
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